j tones Labour 's' loft. 

Nan. Hcarc me deare Lady, 1 haue fworneanoath, 
rprin. Our Lady helpe my Lord, lice’ll beforiwornc. 

Nan. Not for the world faire Madara,by my will. 

Pnn. Why will (ball breaks it will,and nothing eis. 

Nan. Your Ladiflnp is ignorant what it is. ^ 

Prin. Were my Lordlo, his ignorance were wile. 

Where now his knowledge mutt proue ignorance. 

I heareyour grace hath fwornc out Houfe-kecping: 

’Tis deadly finneto keepe that oath my Lord, 

Apdfinnetobrenkeit: , -I 

But pardon me I am too fodaine bold, 

To teach a Teacherillbcfeemeth me. 

Vouchfafeto read the purpofe of my eomming. 

And fodainly refoluc me in my fuite, 

Nan, Madam, I will, if fodainly I may. 

Prin. You will the fooner that 1 were away. 

For you’le proue periur’d if you make me flay. ' 

Berov>. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once . ? 

Rofa. Did not ! dance with you in B rabant one q ? 

Ben I know you did, . 

Rofa. How needlctle was it then to aikc the queluon ? 

Ber. You muftnotbefoquicke. 

Rofa. ’Tislongof you that fpurre mee with fuch qucluonsi 
Ber Your wit’s too hot, it fpccds too faft, ’twill tire, 

Rofa. Not till it leauc the Rider in the mire, 

B er. What time a day ? 

Rofa. The home that fooles fliouldaske. 

Ber. Now faire befall your maske. 

Rofa. Faire falls the face it couers. 

Ber. And fend you many Loucrs. 

Bo fa. Amen, fo you be none. 

Ber. Nay then will I begone. 

Kin. Madame vour father here doth intimate. 

The payment of a hundred thoufand Crovvncs, 

Being but th’one halfe of an intire fumrac, 

Disburfcd by my father in his watres. 

But fay that he, or we, as neither haue 
Seceiu’d that fumme ; yet there remaincs vnpaid 
A hundred shoufand more ; in furety of the which, 


Loues Labour s loft. 

One part of Aqnitane is bound to vs, 

Althouoli not valued to the moneys worth, 

]f then the King your father will reftore 
But that one halfe which is but fatiffied, 

We will giuc vp our right in Aquitaine, 

And hold faire friendfhip with hisMaieftie : 

But that it feemes he little purpofetb, 

For here be doth demand to haue repaie, 

An hundred thoufand Crowncs,and not demands 
One payment of an hundred thoufand Crownes, 

To haue his title liue in Aquitaine. 

Which we much rather had depart witbali. 

And haue the money by our fathers lent. 

Then Aquitaine, fogueldedas it is, 

Deare Princefle, were nothisrequefts fo farre 
From reafons yeelding, your faire felfe fhould make 
A yeelding ’gainft foine reafon in my breft, 

Andgoe well fatiffied to France againe. 

Prin. You doc the King my Father too much wrong, 
And wrong the reputation of your name, 

In fo vnfeeming to confetle receic 

Of that which hath fo faithfully beene paid. 

Kin. I doc proteft I ncucr heard of it, 

And if you proue it, lie repay it backc. 

Or yeeld vp Aquitaine , 

Prin. W c arreft your word : 

Boyety You can produce acquittances 
For fuch a fumme from fpeciall Officers, 

Of Charles his Father. 

Km, Satiffie me foe. 

B ojct. s So pleafe your grace the packet is not come 
Where that and other fpecialcies are bound. 

1 o morrow you fliall haue a fight of them. 

Kin. It (hall fuffice me ; at which encervicw, 

All liberal! reafon would I yeeld vnto.- 
M cane time, receiue fuch welcome at my hand, 
AsHoaour, without breach of Honour may 
Make tender of, to thy true worthineffe. 

You may not come fai re Princclle in my gates » 


